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fair FrDE L1A's graſſy tomb, 
Soft maids and village hinds ſhall bring 
Each opening ſweet of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear, 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove , | 
But ſhepherd ſwains aſſemble here, | 
And tender virgins own their Love. | 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; | 
But female fays ſhall haunt the green, [. 
And deck thy grave with pearly dew. | 


The Red Breaſt oft at evening hours, 

Shall gently lend its its little aid, | 
Wich hoary moſs, and gather'd flowers, £ 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. Io 


When howling winds, and beating rain, | 
In tempeſts ſhake the Sylvan cell, | 

Or, *midfſt the chace upon the plain, | 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. | 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore ; 
For thee the tear be daily ſhed ; 
Belov'd, til Life cou'd charm no more; 
And mourn'd, 'til pity's ſelf is dead. 
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FOWLER, PRINTER, SALISBURY. 


